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And let my woes fro wnc on the vpperhand, 

Iriorrow can admit focietie, 

Tell ouer your woes againe by vewingmine, 

I had an Edward, till a Richard kild him.- 
I had a Richard,till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft an Ed warded l a Richard kild him 
Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him. ’ 

Duck. I had a Richard too,and thou dift kill him: 

I had a Rutland too, thou hopft to kill him. 

Q^-Thou hadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild him: 
From forth the kenriell of thy wotnbe hath crept, 

A hcl-hound’fhat doth hunt vs all to death. 

That dogge,th 2 t had his teeth before his eyes 
T o worrie lambes,and lap their gentle blouds. 

That foule defacer of Gods handle worke, 

Thy wombe Jctloo{e,toehafe vsto ourgraues, 

O vpright, iuft, and true difpofrng God, 

How do 1 thanke thee,that this carnal! curre, 

Praies on the iflue ofhis mothers bodie, 

And makes-her pucfellow with others mone. 

<r Dnc, 0,Harfres Wife, triumh not in my woes, 

God witnefle with me, 1 liaue wept for thee. 

Bearc with me, I am hungrie for reuenge. 

And now I cloie me with beholding it, 

Thy Ed ward, he is dead .that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead ,tdlcjuit my Edward, 
Yong*Yorke,he is but boote bccaufc both they 
Match not the high perfection of my lofle : 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward, ' _ - 

And the beholders of this tragicke plare. 

The adulterate Haftings,Riuers, Vaughan, Gray s 
V mimelyfmothred in their duskie graucs, 

Richard yet liues,hels blacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their faftor to buie foules. 

And fend them thithcr,but at band at hand, 

Enfues his piteous,arid vnpitticdertd. 

Earth gapes.helllmmcsjhende^roarCi&intes pray, 

Tohaue him fuddenly coRUcicd away. 
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Canccll his bond oflife,deare God I pray. 

That I may liue to fay, the dog is dead. 

O thou didft prophecie the time would come. 
That I Ihpuld wifh for thee to helpe me curftc. 

That botteld fpider, that foule hunch-backt toade. 

I cald thee then,vaine flourish of my fortune,. 
I cald thee then, poore fhadow, painted Quecne, 

The prefentation of,but what 1 was, . 

The flattering index ofa dit efull pageant. 

One hcaued a high, to be burld downe belowe, - , 

A mother onely,mockt with two fweete babes, 

A dreamc of which thou wert a breath,a bubble, 

A flgne of dignitie,a garilh fiagge, ■ j 

To be the aime ofeuery dangerous fliot, 

A Queene in ieaft,one!y<tofill the fceanc, 

Where is thy husband now, where he. thy brothers? 
Where are thv children, wherein doeft thou ioy? 

Who fues to thee, and cries God fcue the Quecne? 

Where be the bending peeres that flattered thee? 

Where be the thronging troupes that followed theef 
Decline all this, and fee, what now thou att,. 

For happie wife,a raoft diftrcfled Widow, 

Forioyfull mother, one that wailcs the name. 

For Queeae,a very Catiue crownd with care, 

For one being fued too,onc that humblic fues, 

For one commaundingalljpbeycdpf none. 

For one that fcomd at me, now fcornd of me, 

Thus hath the courfe of mftice wheel’d about, 

And left thee but,a very pray to time, 

Hauing na.more,but,thpught of what thou were, 

T o torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didft vfutpe my place, and doeft thoU>nof, ; 

V furpe the iuft proportion of my forrp.w, 

Now thy proude nccke,beares halfe my burthened yoke,.. 
From which, cuen here,Iflip my wcarie ncckc^ 

And leaue the burthen pfit all on thee : • 

Farewell Yorkes wifc,antf Quecne pf fodmUchance,; ■ 
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